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for moments of tenderness, for moments when he had seen her
happy unawares and had rejoiced that she existed.
And as he thought of the steady, grave determination with
which she must have set about this Vinciguerra business, of the
touch of invincible humour that he knew must have mitigated
her fear and steadied her mind, it was borne in upon him that
never in their life, never for one moment, had he shown her the
value he set upon her and given his love full expression. This
letter he had so recently sent her was, he discovered abruptly,
a shocking letter, altogether the wrong sort of letter to send at this
time, full of his soul and his needs and his own egotistical purposes
and taking no heed of how things might present themselves to her.
Was this the time to talk of leaving Gasa Terragena and
fighting all the powers of confusion in the world? Was this the
time to foreshadow a harder life in England? To wave flags of
revolution in her sick-room and blow bugle calls in her ear? She
would be ailing, she would be a little faint and fearful, and she
would be needing all her strength to face this initial tearing crisis
of motherhood that was now so close upon her. And nothing
from him but this clamour for support! She helped him; yes; and
he took it as a matter of course. Now for the first time he perceived
how little he had ever troubled to help her. That letter had gone,
gone beyond recall, a day's start it would have and no telegram
could correct a matter of tone and attitude, but he could at least
send another after it to mitigate its hard preoccupation with the
future, its hard disregard of any possible softening and fear in
her. A love-letter, it would have to be, a rich and tender love-
letter. Not mere 'rubbidge3 and caressing fun, but a frank and
heartening confession of the divinity - for it was divinity - he
found in her. Why do we lovers never tell these things? The real
things? He began to search his mind for words and phrases to
express his gathering emotion, but these words and phrases were
difficult to find.
He sat down at his table and even as he pulled the writing
paper towards him a telegram came, a telegram from Mrs.
McManus.
A telegram so urgent it was, that he never wrote that letter.
His intentions remained phantoms but half embodied in words
which still flitted in his mind during most of his headlong
journey to Italy. Latterly he had been finding far less difficulty
in writing than at first; the necessity to affect whimsicality and